
A Yorkshire Tragedy. 

Oh bcggery ,bcggcry j to what bafe vfcs doft thou put 
a man. 

I thinkc the diuell fcornes to be a Bawd. 

Hebcarcs himfclfe more proudly, has more care on 
his crcdite. 

Bafe, fiauifh, abied, filthy pouerty. 

P0,Good fir jby all our vowes 1 do befccch you, 
Shew me the true caufe of your difconcent. 

Hu/. ,Mony ,mony,mony,& thou muft fupply mec. 
Wi. Alafle,! am the leaft caufe of your difcontent. 
Yet what is mine jdther in rings or iewels, 

Vfe to your owne defire, but I befecch you. 

As you are a gentleman by many bloods. 

Though I my felfc be out ofyour refped, 

Thinke on the ftate of thefe three Ioucly boyes 
Y ou haue bin father to. 

Hu. Puh,Baftards,Baftards,Baftards,begotin tricks, 
begot in tricks. 

wi. Heauen knowes how thofe words wrong me. 
But lie endure thefe gricfes among a thoufand more 
Oh call to minde your Lands already morgadge. 
Your felfe woond into debts, your hopefull brother, 
At the Vniucrfity in bonds for you. 

Like to be ceaz’d vpon. And-— — — — ■ 

Hu . Ha done thou harlot. 

Whom though for faihionl married, 

I ncuer could abide.Thinkfl thou thy words 
Shall kill my pleafuresjfall off to thy friends. 

Thou and thy baftardsbcg,I will not bate 
A whitin humor ; Midnight ftill I loueyou. 
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And reuell in your company j Curbd in. 

Shall it be faid in all focieties, 

That I broke cuftome,that I flagd in money. 

No, thofe thy iewels ,I will play as freely, 

As when my ftate was fulleft. 

IVi/e.Bc itfb. 

HufNzy I proteft,and take that for an earnefi. 

He// urns her. 

I will for euer hold thee in contempt. 

And neuer touch the fheetes that eouer thee. 

But be diuorft in bed, till thou confent. 

Thy dowry fhall be foldc to giue new life 
Vnto thofe pleafures which I moft affed. 

Wife. Sir,do but turne a gentle eyeonme, 

And whac the law thill giuemeleaue to do. 

You fhall command. 

Huf.Looke it be done,fhallI want duft, 

And like a flaue wearc nothing in my pockets 

Hd dshis hands in his Pockets. 

But my hands to fill them vp with nayles ? 

Oh much againft my blood,let it be done,, 

I was ncuer made to be a looker on : 

Abaud to dice 5 lie fhake the drabs my felfe, 

And make them yceldjl fay lookeit be done. 

Wife. I take my Ieauc,it flial. 

Exit. 

tf«.Speedily,lpecdiIy,I hate the very houre I ehofe 
a Wife, a trouble, trouble, three children like three 
cuils hang vpon me, fie, fie, fie, ftrumpet and baftards, 
trumpet and baftards. 

Enter- 
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